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One 


Disclaimer: Don't own! This isn't true, no malice intended. 


Vince licked his lips. Bret was a being a bit bitchy tonight, going even as far as calling Vince a whore. How dare 
hel Besides, Vince wasn't whore.. he just didn't take any permanent lovers.. so he could fuck other people. Lot's 
of other people. Nikki, Izzy,.Axl, and Slash to name a few..but just a few. Yes, he fucked Izzy once, not the 
greatest sex, but it wasn't that bad. Vince guessed Bret didn't like that, hmm..did he care though? 


Not really. 


To Vince, he could fuck a girl from behind while she sucked off Tommy as he was getting it from Nikki up the 
ass, and it wouldn't make a difference. Nah, so why did it to Bret, it wasn't like they were *together* or 


something, he was just someone Vince really liked to fuck. 


So as he opened the door to his shared room, he made sure to take careful steps. Bret might have rigged it 


for like, an explosive to go off or something. Yes.. that was very possible. 


He heard a board crack, looked back into mocking eyes. A hand reached out, grabbing his peroxide hair, yanking 
him forward. "Ahhhhh, the hell Michael's!" He looked into those blue eyes, losing a bit of his excitement. 


Bret pushed him back toward the bed, ripping at his white bell-bottoms. Vince groaned, Bret's hands were 
sliding off his pants, and quickly locating his half erected cock. He squeezed it lightly at first before pumping it 
in slow rhythimatic motions, Vince moaning at every movement. Bret got up, slowly taking off his vest, tongue 


running along his lower lip. 


"Hurry up, | ain't got all day!" Vince squealed impatiently Bret ripped off his belt, cracking it by the side of 
Vince's head. The blonde riled back, not expecting that little surprise. 


"Shut the fuck up! you've been a baaaadd little boy Vinny, now it's time | teach you a lesson" Vince's eyes 
widened, going back to when he was five, and had spilled the new glass tea pitcher on the rug. His father had 
been so mad, already having a rough day at work. He whipped off his belt, and basically beat him on the ass. 
Vince had to stand in the open door with his shorts down, while his dad whipped him. All his neighbors saw, and 


teased him for days because he cried. 


"H-hold on there Michaels!" 


"Sorry babe, turn that ass over or I'll do it for yal" Vince whimpered, shouting out when the first strike came 
down It stung, leaving an awful welt on his ass. Why was he obeying Bret? *CRACK*..that was why. He was 
soon withering in pain as the leather belt was sliding between his thighs, caressing the crack He moaned, half 
enjoying it. 


"St-stop.." Bret grinned, whipping him again, just a little harder. 


"Me thinks you like it. Do ya blondie?" Vince shook his head, hand automatically going to the fresh welt on his 
ass. Ohhhh, it stung. And maybe, just maybe Vince *did* like it. He let out a small purr sound. 


Bret chuckled, throwing the belt down, and grabbing the singers red ass, pushing it back against his aching cock. 
Vince growled, "I'm the one supposed to be on that end, hit the matress!" His whine didn't go un-noticed. 


Bret grinned, thrusting inside the blonde. "Not this time baby." Vince let out a painful scream, tears sliding 


down his eyes. 


"HOLY FUCK!!!" Bret pushed hard, no mercy given, nails digging into his hip blondes. Bret threw his head back, 


moaning, heat enveloping his cock. Vince whimpered, pain eventually subsiding, and soon pleasure came in waves. 
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Bret slid a hand under Vince, grabbing his dick, and pumping it to match his thrusts. Vince met every move, 
soon spilling onto the sheets, Bret not far behind. 


"Jesus." 


Bret smiled. "Liked it blondie?" Vince smiled back, chest regaining oxygen. 


"Fuck yeah, we'll do it, but..l get to be the 'whipper' next time" Bret rolled his eyes, smile still in place. 


"What-E-ver." 


Vince rolled his eyes. 


Drama queen. 


uhhhhh end i guess..** i hope it was ok..| TRIEDII 


two 


Disclaimer: Don't own, not true. No malice intended. 


That was so not fair, hot, but not fair. Vince was supposed to catch *him* off gaurd, and fuck his brains out. 
That was going to be the blonde whores payback. He licked his lips, now what to use? 


Hmm, a paddle? Nah, too much like the belt. He could use something like a scarf, and a ball gag... yeah, that 


could work. 


He was soon going to put his little plan to action Bret was taking a shower, unsuspecting of what was to come 
so Vince grabbed what he knew to be kept under the bed for.. ‘other days‘, and ran to the bathroom. He 
opened the door soundlessly, stepping inside. Steam everywhwere, on the mirrors, and the glass door to the 
shower. Nice. 


Bret was.. singing.. a Motley Crue song??? That was interesting. 
"I've got one thing he'll understand. 

He's not what you'd call a glamoruos man. 

Got one thing that's easily understood, 

he's the one they call docter feeeeelll goooood" 


Vince's pants tightened a little. He licked his lips, Bret sounded so sensual. Vince wanted his dick in that asshole 
right fucking now. He shoved open the door, and it hit the wall with enough force to break. "I'll make you feel 
real good" Bret's eyes widened, and he was about to speak, but the ball gag into his mouth, and being harshly 
turned around. Vince parted his legs, running his fingers along Bret's half-erect cock. He pushed hsi pants down, 
kicking them away. 


"You're a fucking cunt, | use my hand instead of some piece of shit belt." To show his statement, he hit Bret's 
ass, leaving a bright red print. Bret screamed into the gag, bracing himself on the wall. This was going to hurt: 


Vince didn't warn him, slammed into his opening, reeling back, and thrusting in again His hand grabbed the other 
blonde's hip while his other spanked the blondes ass, pounding him up against the wall. Bret moaned, eyes 
closing. 


"Yeah, you thought you got me didn't you?" 


Bret didn't, or more like couldn't answer. Vince growled, pushing in harder. 


"Fucking answer bitch." 


A small whimper, mumbled words. "I'm sorry!" Vince smirked, rolling his eyes. 


"Bet you are" His hand grabbed Bret's soon to be sore ass, other hand taking his erection. "Now, cum for me 


baby." A finale swat, and Bret came, hard. The liquid spilled on to the wall, Vince cumming soon after. 


Vince collapsed aginst him, holding his thighs. Bret took the gag out, swallowing. 


"T-that was really g-gooa" Vince smiled, pulling out, and turning off the water. 


"Did you expect anything else?" Bret rolled his eyes, grinning. 


"Yeah." 


END. for good this time” 


